Siam
sanctuaries, I enter at last with precipitation, in
an impulse of flight
It is at a moment when the light all at once
becomes overcast, as if the sun were passing
through some great eclipse. Above the masses
of terraces, of porticoes and stairways, entangled
with prodigal verdure, the clouds have suddenly
spread a canopy of darkness; a diluvial rain is
about to pour upon the ruins. And all the
beasts which dwell there under the trees and in
the breaches of the walls become silent, attentive
to that which is about to fall.
This temple is one of the places in the world
where men have heaped together the greatest
mass of stones, where they have accumulated
the greatest wealth of sculptures, of ornaments,
of foliage, of flowers, and of faces. It is not
simple as are the lines of Thebes and BaalbecL
Its complexity is as bewildering even as its
enormity. Monsters guard all the flights of
steps, all the entrances; the divine Apsaras, in
indefinitely repeated groups, are revealed every-
where amongst the overhanging creepers. And,
at a first view, nothing stands out; there seem
only disorder and confusion in this hill of carved
stones, on the summit of which the great towers
have sprouted.
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